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Chapter | - Maybe, it was just a prank. 


Author's Notes: 


This couldn't be done with just one chapter! So, there will be more. 


„Oh, come on, Jase," James cooed. "This will be fun, you'll see." 


"Excuse me, James, but | can't see any fun in it," Jason gave back and sighed. It would have been the same 
scenario as always: "It's a prank, and Kirk, Lars and all our techs and roadies will have a shitload of fun, and will 


talk about every fucking single detail to the press.” 


There was silence for a while. 

James eyes looked into Jason's darker blues. Jason started to feel a little nervous. But none of them wanted to 
break eye contact first. There was something unusual in it. This time the blue of James’ eyes showed no sign 
of aggression. 

Jason swallowed His mouth felt dry. 

"Kirk and Lars are out," James then quietly said. "Together." 


"This isn't a rare event." 


"That's right," James calmly added. "But Kirk had got information about a new hot bondage club, and you know 


him. 
Jason started to grin. "Poor Larsie. He'll have to suffer a lot. Kirk always wants to give his best, and this will 
mean that he'll be busy for hours to wrap poor Larsie in latex, ropes, silk, some hungry human eating plants, 
and whatever .." 

James rubbed his hands and seemed to be very pleased. 


"Exactly. Kirk has such a perverted mind, it's unbelievable. He always looked so harmless on stage." 


"James, he always fucks his guitar, and you think he's harmless? The fans - females or males - usually get an 


orgasm just by looking at Kirk" 


"Oh!" James was a little disappointed. "I always used to think that I'm the cause of getting the fuckers to an 


orgasm ..." 


"Of cause, you do this, too," Jason answered with a grin. "It's awful. Your legs are too long and sexy, and your 


hair .. well, | don't want to get into details." 


"Hey sweetie, what about you?" James coved. "I remember pretty well this one girl who fainted just because 


you've been nice enough to let her touch your pretty little ass." 


"That has been an accident," Jason protested. "| haven't done anything wrong. | just harmlessly played my bass 
and didn't think about anything else. Her blood pressure must have been too low, that's all." 


James just giggled and slapped Jason's shoulder. 


"Whatever. Now let's start with our strip poker." 


Jason winced and stepped back a little. 


I'm really not used to play strip-poker," he protested. "Besides, | feel cold and have to get an extra sweater 


and an additional pair of socks." 


As he wanted to make an escape to the suite's door to his bedroom, James gripped his upper arm as fast as 


a lightning flash. Jason started to tremble. 


"You absolutely don't look cold, baby," James mercilessly said, grinning viciously. "And you'll get off your clothes 
in no time .. And if | get it right then ‘little Jason’ isn't cold, too." 


"Fuck!" Jason tried to hide the bulge in his jeans but too late. James had seen everything. 


But Jason also had noticed the same ‘problem’ inside James' jeans. His erection must have hurt because his 


black jeans had been way too tight. 


Unfortunately, James told Jason that there has to be a fight for the right to get out his first card. 


"What?" Jason nearly panicked. He knew that James easily would have beaten him up, just to get the beginner 
of the play. 


"No no, not what you are thinking about," James grinned. "The thing is pretty easy. I'll take a card between my 
teeth, and you have to try to catch her with your teeth without damaging the card." 


He smiled then shoved a poker card between his teeth, and Jason knew that he hadn't any chance to steal the 


card out of James’ mouth. 


"Uuuhh, James, | really don't know about this rule, and my lips will be pretty near yours, and | don't want to 
get punched for this .." 


James gave a deep sigh. He held the card and said: "There's no way you can get out, fucker. Come on, now." 


Jason groaned and ruffled his long, curly mane in desperation. Then he breathed in deeply and walked over to 
James. He stood in front of the singer as they both noticed that Jason had to lay back his head to the nape of 


his neck because James was taller than he. He never had a chance to get out the card without damaging her. 


He opened his mouth to protest about the unfairness but before he had said a word, James dropped down 
onto the couch, dragging Jason with him. He held Jason's upper arms to get him sitting down on James’ thighs 
with his legs spread. 


Their crotches touched, and both of them instinctively tried to get more contact. James rubbed his hard cock 
along Jason's, and Jason gasped. But before he could have reacted, James silently pointed at the card between 


his teeth. 

Jason knew he had lost and after having hesitated for a moment he bent over and took the free end of the 
card between his own teeth. Unfortunately, he had to get as much of the card to have a real chance to steal 
her from James, so he HAD to touch James’ lips. But James was fair enough to keep his control. 

Jason quickly bit hard down at the card and immediately tried to get her out of James’ mouth. Two pairs of 
blue eyes held eye-contact. Jason's heart raced, not to mention that he had blushed. But James' face seemed 


to be a little reddened, too. 


As it turned out, it was impossible to get enough hold at the card to pull the card out without ripping her 
apart because James’ jaws and teeth had the same strength as the rest of the man. 


So, Jason did what he had to do. Without warning he thrust his hips against James’, erection against erection 


Jason moaned but James gave a cry, opening his lips - and the unharmed card now belonged to Jason. 
He took her out of his mouth and grinned at James. The blond singer desperately groaned. 
"You little fucker," he growled. "| should have known your trick. Alright, you'll play out first" 


"This is REALLY nice of you, my dear James," Jason cooed. "Then let's start the game." 


Chapter 2 - What do you think about chess, James? 


Author's Notes: 
I've been a little lazy lately .. But here is chapter 2 of "Strip poker". 


Chapter 2 - What do you think about chess, James? 


In the meantime James and Jason sat at the table of the suite's living room. Jason's erection hurt because of 
his very tight jeans, and also by knowing very well that James had an erection, too. He wanted to get laid by 
James - he ALWAYS dreamt of getting laid by the blond singer - but James never had let Jason know about 


his sexual preferences. Jason never had watched him fuck a guy. 
It wasn't fair. 


Since Jason had joined Metallica he was a constant victim of the other guys, terrorized by pranks or 
sometimes getting beaten up by a drunken James, just for fun. He tried to stay quiet with the help of many 
joints but it wasn’t easy. Nevertheless, Jason always had adored James. 


And James' sexy body. 


Because Lars and Kirk refused to room with a ‘drunken bastard’, as they used to point out, Jason and James 
had shared a hotel room with two beds, or a suite's bedroom since years. It wasn't always funny. James used 
to fall down on his bed with all his clothes still on, drunk about his ass, snoring away as if he would get paid 
for snoring. Not to forget the awful and unbearable smell of James’ dirty clothes, so Jason always felt like 
being wrapped in those clouds of alcohol and sweat and unchanged clothes. 


Sometimes James got the blues, of course also being drunk about his ass, and then he crawled over to Jason's 
bed to cry like a baby, or begging to be forgiven for all his sins in general. But mostly he just chattered away 
about a lot of nonsense while sitting on the floor beside Jason's bed. Jason usually didn't react but sometimes 
he felt some pity and stood up to drag over a sobbing James to his own bed. There he stripped him down, 
made him lay down and pulled the blankets up to James’ shoulders. 


If necessary he quickly pulled James over to the bathroom when he realized that the famous ‘AWFUL 
HETHELD-PUKING" - a speciality of James - couldn't get stopped. 


He mostly had to hold James by the arm to help him into the bathroom. In the meantime James gave awful 
sounds, and his face got deadly pale as he fell on his knees in front of the toilets bowl. There he puked and 
puked, and along with James’ heavy chokes Jason quietly sat on the edge of the bathtub, holding back James’ 


long blond mane, so the singer didn't vomit on it. It was awful. 


In the morning - or afternoon - James didn't remember anything what had happened the night before. Not a 


single detail. He never mentioned his drinking and vomiting, or thanked Jason for his help. 


Jason didn't want to say anything, too, because he didn't want to get beaten up by an angry James who 
suspected to get criticised by a useless bass player. 


It was frustrating. 


And it wasn't fair because Jason never got stopped his insane fantasies of having hot sex with James, drunk 


or not. 


All of a sudden, after abruptly having reduced his alcohol abuse James finally got some manners and laid in his 
bed or his side of a kingsize bed without doing anything wrong. He didn't even snore. Now Jason always got 
aroused just by thinking about the singer's presence inside the bed, his beautiful long blond mane and James’ 
long, slim legs and his narrow hips. But Jason never would have dared just to touch James, once again in fear 


he'd got beaten up. 


This was frustrating, too. 


Now sitting at the table Jason nervously looked over at James who was busy to shuffle the cards over and 


over again. 
He cleared his throat. James didn't react. 


"Uh, James, don't you .. don't you think that a game of chess would be a better idea than playing poker? Won't 
that be great? | mean, playing some chess? | really like chess a lot, so | think ... 


"You mean we should play a row of games of fucking strip-chess. You must be mad?" James grinned while he 
still shuffled the cards. He didn't look at the bass player. "No way, fucker. | had the pleasure to watch you - 
several times - by playing chess with one of your absolutely poor victims, and l'm sorry to say so but | 
always had to fall into a coma to protect my nerves, just because you use to need half an hour to make your 
next move. It's awful and it's deadly boring to watch you staring at the poor chessboard without doing 
anything of worth ... Well, all the other fuckers inside the room - who also had to watch because they hadn't 
thought of running away in time - mostly passed off pretty quickly after getting glassy eyes and the clear 
symptoms of an upcoming severe and life-threatening stupor. And usually very, very many of these poor guys 


fell off their stools or their chairs, completely exhausted, getting themselves injured badly ee 


"This is NOT true!" Jason furiously shot back. He stared blue daggers at James. "You're lying to me. This isn't 


true, fucker." 


Now, James slightly lifted his head and another pair of blue eyes - nearly covered up by several strands of 


his blond mane - looked at Jason in amusement. 

"Are you sure?" he asked in a low tone, holding eye contact with Jason 

After some seconds Jason managed to give a weak nod, and then he gulped, feeling a sudden heat in his face. 
Finally he regained some control about his composure, and he managed to smile at James who just had lifted 
one corner of his mouth in amusement while looking at Jason. 

Jason was near an attack of hysteria now. He urgently wanted to brutally grab at James’ golden mane without 
warning, to slap the impertinent fucker across the face and then getting the guy knocked down to the floor. 


Unfortunately, he wouldn't have succeeded. James always would have been faster in knocking down Jason 


Always. 


Jason gave a deep sigh and shrugged as he realized that he didn't have the slightest chance to talk James out 
of his insane idea of playing some games of strip-poker with his bass player who hadn't done anything wrong 


lately. 
But at the same time said bass player got aroused more and more, just by thinking of getting fucking sexy 
James naked as fast as possible while he also had to strip down himself by losing the one and other game of 


poker - while winning a lot more. 


He wanted it to look like an accident if he'd got duped poor James, and he also didn't want to let James know 


about a certain fact .. 
.. about the fact that Jason was a very experienced and nearly professional poker gambler. 
And that he was hot for getting James naked. 


Now. 


Chapter 3 - Beginner's luck! 
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Chapter 3 - Beginner's luck! 


After having lost three games in a row - on purpose - Jason had to take off his trainers and his right sock. 
He did his best to give the stupid beginner, sighing desperately and scratching his head now and then, staring 
at the cards in his hand. 


James shook his head whenever he looked at Jason. Obviously he didn't get it that a guy who was able to play 
an acceptable heavy metal bass in Metallica could have been such a loser. HE still had all his clothes on and 


felt pretty sure to get Jason stripped down in no time. 


Thinking of Jason's pretty naked ass made him lick his lips. He always risked a look at the bass player's ass and 
cock while the members of the band were showering after a show whenever he thought that no one noticed 
his greedy stares. Kirk and Lars mostly were busy to have their fingers all over the body of the other ore, 
not caring about James and Jason which tried to NOT get a hard-on. It wasn't easy, and James usually had to 
finish his shower by abruptly getting on the cold water while turning around to show up his backside to hide 
his erection until he had cooled down. He didn't want one of the other guys to get suspicious. 


Not that Lars won't have noticed James’ desperate manoeuvres in amusement. It was too obvious. But he 


never mentioned it because he knew that James easily got a little touchy whenever he suspected that another 


one assumed him being gay, or even bi. 


Now, Jason gave another deep sigh as he stared at his cards. 

"James, is it good or bad to have two aces .. oh, | haven't noticed the third ace ... So, what do you think?" 
James groaned and slapped his forehead. 

"You're such a hopeless loser, fucker. Haven't you played poker at all during your useless life?" 


"Well, one or two times, | guess .. But I'm not sure," Jason answered with a frown. "I really never got the rules. 
g Y g 


They seem to change every now and then ... How did you call this variation?" 


‘Its five card draw poker, asshole," James hissed at him. "It's fucking simple, and | hoped that you might be 
able to get five cards sorted. Obviously | have been wrong." James groaned once more and covered up his eyes 
with his right hand. His left hand still held the cards. "What have | done to deserve this? | must have been out 
of my mind to even think about playing poker with a mentally retarded bass player like you. It's such a 
torture." 


‘I'm sorry," Jason murmured. "I really don't want to annoy you." 
Y Y YY 


James just shook his head then decided to concentrate on his hand once more. 


While James hadn't looked at him Jason elegantly had slipped the missing forth ace out of his sleeve into his 
hand, and got rid of the useless sixth card. He hid several cards from a second pack all over his body, as 
usual. He was extremely experienced in cheating, especially when playing against such a naive counterpart like 
James. 

But it helped a lot that he slightly had turned the large TV set of the suite's living room while James had been 
in the bathroom to take a leak. The cards in James' hand got reflected by the dark TV screen in his back. It 


wasn't a very clear reflection but good enough for Jason 


"| can't stand it any longer," James desperately murmured then glanced at Jason. "Three aces my ass, and you 


don't know what to do with them! So, look at this." 

He fanned out his five cards and laid them down on the table. 

Full House. 

Jason frowned. He nervously fumbled around with his cards then laid them down to show up his hand, too. 
Four of a kind. With four aces. 

James stared at Jason's cards in disbelief. His face reddened in anger. 

"How did you do this, fucker? You said you'd have just three aces .." 


‘lm so sorry, really," Jason mumbled in a guilty tone. "| haven't noticed the fourth ace, | swear .. Does this 


mean that I've won this game?" 


"Asshole!" James hissed at him and threw aside one of his trainers. 


After having won this game Jason did his best to look guilty as he also won the next four games. If James 
presented a Flush, Jason came up with a Straight Flush. He always seemed to have the better hand. James had 
to put off his second trainer, both socks and his favorite Stetson what he had insisted to wear during the 


game. 
Jason was a little surprised as he noticed that James didn't hide some foul cards under his hat. Obviously 


James had thought it wasn't necessary to do so because he'd easily win every single game against such a 


stupid and naive beginner like Jason. 


The next game Jason topped James’ Straight Flush by a Royal Flush, and James nearly lost his head. 
"This can't be real. No way. | fucking don't believe it," he hissed at Jason. 
His face was red in anger, and Jason nearly gave a sigh by thinking of James’ former erection All of the blood 


there now must have left James’ cock to redden up the singer's face. No way, that he had a hard-on any 


longer. 
James gritted his teeth and briefly ruffled his blond mane. 


"It has to be beginner's luck, or you're cheating. Lemme see your arms, fucker. I'm pretty sure you're hiding 


some cards under your sleeves." 

“But James ..." 

"Let me see your arms. Now!" 

James had narrowed his eyes and showed up his teeth as he stared daggers at Jason. He had tensed up his 
muscles. This was a pretty dangerous situation, as Jason knew by years of experience. He better had to give 
in. 

So he shrugged and shoved back the sleeves of his shirt. 


No cards to see. 


Only Jason's naked arms, his wristwatch and a bracelet from black leather. No card. James snorted, again not 


believing what was going on. 


Jason quickly had dropped the three cheating cards to the carpeted floor, covering them up with his right 
foot. Because of his experience as a foul gambler he didn't have a problem to silently drop cards without a 
visible move of his hands or fingers. Usually he got rid of those cards while he threw back his long, curly hair 
to get his counterpart diverted. It always worked. 


In James' case it worked pretty well. James greedily and open-mouthed glanced at Jason's flying hair and 
exposed neck. He swallowed hard before he managed to look at Jason's arms. Jason urgently wanted to grin but 


kept his pokerface. 


"| guess you have to get rid of another piece of clothing now, James," he casually mentioned. Now his voice had 


got a steely undertone. "If | am right about those poker rules, of course .. Oh, and the jewelry doesn't count." 


Again, James snorted but drew his fingers off his wolf pendant then he pulled his black shirt over his head 
and dropped it to the floor. 


Jason allowed himself a small smile as he took in James' perfectly built and now naked upper torso. 


"| guess | like this poker thing," he said in a somewhat satisfied tone. "Especially this strip poker thing." 


